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him that the Higher Thought Alliance, London Circle,
was meeting in that hall, to hear a lecture by Mr. Frank
Dadds of Los Angeles, and that admission was free and
that all would be heartily welcome. He lingered on the
steps, where he was sheltered from the thickening
drizzle, and wondered whether to go in or not. Now
and again, on Sundays, he looked in at various services
and meetings (though he had never tried the Higher
Thought Alliance before, and had never heard of it),
partly for want of something better to do, and partly
because he always hoped he might strike up an acquaint-
ance with a girl there, perhaps share the same hymn-
book or programme. As he was hesitating, a large
middle-aged woman in a fur coat, who had been fussing
about in the entrance, noticed him and said: "Do come
inside. Everybody is welcome." So he shook the rain-
drops from his overcoat, clutched at his hat, and,,shyly,
awkwardly, with his mouth wide open, he entered the
hall. There, of course, before he had time to look round
and see if there were any vacant seats near any nice-
looking girls, an officious little man insisted on showing
him to a seat. There were only about four men in the
hall, but about two or three hundred women, mostly
middle-aged and very dull. His own uncomfortable
cane chair was between two of the dullest. On the plat-
form, two women with short grey hair and a strained,
gulping sort of expression, played the violin and the
piano, and went on playing for the next ten minutes.
Turgis began to feel sorry he had come, even though
the place was warm and dry and the affair would not
cost him anything,

Then the middle-aged woman in the fur coat, who
had spoken to him outside, mounted the platform, and